A Syriac Christmas

coloured like blood with the stigmata worked upon them
in gold, the acolytes who held tall feather fans with tinkling
ornaments upon them, all grew blurred in a dream. The
elevation awoke me; the bell rang, cymbals clashed,
acolytes shook their fans till the ornaments rattled like dice
boxes, and the rustle of the izars as the women rose to
kneel was like a wave breaking softly.

Then the Bishop, bending above the altar rail, gave
with his two joined hands the touch of Peace to a member
of the congregation, who passed it on to the next, and so
on from worshipper to worshipper, row after row, through
the whole length of the church.

Soon after that Mass was over. We crushed our way
out into the narrow lane, and discovered that litde Charles
was lost. There was a hectic search, for the sense of danger
is so inbred in the Eastern Christian that it enters in a
surprising way into the least threatening moments of his
life. But Charles was merely lost in his own meditations
behind a pillar. He awoke to the ordinary facts of life
when we stopped at the pastrycook's door to choose the
Christmas cake*
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